wife and I were suffering with cold and were wet through,
so I knocked boldly at the window. It was lifted up
sharply and a very plump elderly lady whose once-flaxen
hair was now almost altogether grey but whose blue eyes
had a kindly gleam, looked out at us.
" We want rooms for the night, if you please," I asked.
" We have been to a great many hotels and we are very
wet and tired. Please do something for us if you can."
That woman, German or not, is sure of her place in
Heaven. She looked at us in kindly fashion and replied
in English.
" We have only three small rooms left in all this large
hotel," she confided. " They are not very comfortable,
but they are fitted with hot and cold water. But Mon-
sieur perhaps does not understand," she went on ; " my
husband and I are both Germans and our clientele is mostly
amongst the Germans."
" Madame," I assured her, " if you were a Hottentot
and your husband a Zulu I should still beseech you to let
us have those rooms. We are cold, wet and worn out.
It is true that we are English and on our way back to Eng-
land. But let me the rooms, I beg."
" Ach ! " the old lady exclaimed with a smile of sym-
pathy at my wife. " We are all human beings. Fritz,"
she called out, selecting three keys from a board by her
side, " fetch in their luggage and take the lady and gentle-
man upstairs."
We tottered off. Fritz talked to us all the way with a
beaming smile and streams of German, of which I can
honestly say I did not understand a single word. He
thoroughly understood, however, the gift of pesetas which
I handed out to him when we arrived upon the fourth floor
and .were ushered into the rooms. A slatternly but clean
chambermaid showed us the hot water, soap was pro-
cured, towels presented and the whereabouts of the bath-
room, only a few yards away, indicated. The beds were
of the simplest sort possible, the furniture was servants'
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